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How Could He Be So Fine 


Author's Notes: 
This is the sequel to Oh Mandy. It takes places several months after. (It helps to read the first one but it's 


not absolutely necessary.) 


I'd like to thank my lovely Nex for once again being my beta. <3 I'd also like to dedicate this story to my 
Gunner Girls (you know exactly who you are!) and to the lovers of all things Duzzy! Enjoy! :) 


| felt like | was falling for him but | really couldn't be sure. | mean, all the signs were there. The way my 
stomach would knot up when | saw him walk into a room with that swagger and a cigarette hanging out of his 
mouth. He always looked so fucking fine. His voice when he would talk or sing would always make me feel like 
jelly. Not so good for a guy who was a beanpole. If | lost control, I'd cause some serious damage either to 
myself or the world around me. My body isn't built for soft landings. Trust me, | would know. And being on 
stage with him was even more amazing. Just watching the way he moved made my dick hard. Luckily, my bass 
was a good cover up and no one ever noticed. Oh man, just thinking about it right now--shit! Its happening 


right now! Shit shit shit! Down boy! Panic set in as | rushed to hide the growing bulge in my jeans by putting 


my bass right in my lap..a little too hard. In other words, | hit my dick Fuuuuckl! It took all | had not to scream 
out. Instead, | doubled over and held myself until the pain subsided. When | sat back up, of course he was 
standing there right in front of me, looking as hot as ever. 


"What the fuck are you doing, McKagan?" 


Izzy stood there staring at me and took a long drag of his cigarette with that smirk of his which made me 
double over again. This time not in pain.. 


| was a stupid fuck and hit my dick with my bass." 
"Can't say I've ever done that with a guitar. 
"Yeah yeah. Fuck you." 


With my face still in my lap, | raised my hand and gave him the finger. | just heard him laugh. Everything he 
was doing right now was making things worse. | laid there until things seemed to finally settle. Just in time too 


because once | came back up, the rest of the crew were here. 


We were getting together today to kind of throw around some ideas for the next album. | actually ended up 
writing a song of my own that | was pretty stoked about and wanted to share it with the guys today. It was a 
song | had dedicated to one of my punk rock idols, Johnny Thunders, and | had simply titled it ‘So Fine. Now the 
time comes to share my song and I'm nervous as hell. Everyone has their attention on me, including Izzy. You 


better not fuck this up, Duff. This is for Johnny. Here goes nothing.. 
"How could he be so fine.. How could it be he might be mine." 


It felt like | was stuck in a trance as | sang. The words just came out and they came out wrong. The lyrics 
were supposed to be ‘she’, not ‘he'! Way to go, Duff. You jinxed yourself. Well to be fair, no one would have 
noticed anyway since the song was about Thunders and he's a guy. But the idea | had was referring to when 
he was in the New York Dolls and | wanted to use ‘she' just for something, you know, different. So of course | 
noticed my fuck up and to top things off, Johnny wasn't who | was thinking about... | smacked my hand to my 
forehead several times once | realized what | had done which also knocked me out of the trance Izzy had me 
in. 

"Well, | royally fucked that up.." 

Everyone looked at me dumbfounded, not sure what | did wrong while Izzy looked over at me with a smile, a 
very knowing smile. My head turned to look back at him and my gaze met his. Something in his eyes told me 
he knew something.. Fuck! Did he know? Was | really that easy to read? Hell, this is Izzy we're talking about. He 


has this mystical aura about him. | wouldn't be surprised if he was reading my mind right now. 


Frustrated, | got up and headed outside for a smoke. Izzy almost instantly followed me out. | wanted to be alone 


and he has to be the person to follow me. Dude, I'm not in the mood to talk it out or whatever the hell. My 
feelings for you are going haywire..this is not a good time. | wish | could have told him that. He stood next to 
me, pulled out a cig of his own and held it to the one that was sticking out of my mouth to light it. As much 
as | wanted to tell him to fuck off, | couldn't. | just glanced over at him as smoke escaped my lips. 

"What the hell do you want?" 

"You don't want me around? Duff, that hurts." 

He placed a hand over his heart and smirked a bit. 

"Come on man, l'm not in the mood" 

| took a few quick puffs of my cig then flicked it to the ground, stamping it out. | didn't realize how quickly | 
had burned through that one. | pulled out another and lit it up. | was fucking nervous. Izzy turned to look at 
me. Those beautiful dark eyes of his, those lips.. My dick twitched. He blew some smoke out before he spoke. 
"Duff McKagan not taking a joke? Man, something's up." 

| took a drag then let out a long, heavy sigh. 

"The song l'm writing for this album is the first song that I've written by myself. | sing the first couple words 
and | already fuck it up. On top of that, its meant as a tribute to Johnny Thunders. That guy is my fucking 
idol and l'm already fucking up this song for him." 

"For Johnny Thunders, huh? You could have fooled me." 


"What's that supposed to mean?" 


He just gave me a smirk, took a few more drags of his cig then put it out. Fuck me. He knew! He just had tol 
And! wish he would stop with that smirking shit. He was driving me insane. 


"Look Duff, if you need some help with your song, I'm free tonight. Why don't | come over to your place and 
we can jam, hang out or whatever. Is that cool?" 


| finished my second cigarette. | was a nervous wreck but | sure as hell didn't show it. Now he offered to 
come over to my place to help me with my song. Or whatever. Of course | couldn't deny him. Who the fuck 
would deny Izzy Stradlin? Whoever that person is, they're a fucking idiot. 


"Yeah..that's cool, man. We can meet up once we're done here." 


"Then it's a date." 


My heart skipped a beat. Did he seriously just called this a ‘date’? | just stayed silent as we headed back inside. 
| heard him laughing behind me. 


Later that night, Izzy came over with guitar in tow. Chloe greeted him happily and practically knocked him over. 
She absolutely loved him. If that isn't a good sign then | don't know what is. | watched him as he set his things 


down and looked around. 
"| like what you've done with the place." 


| redecorated a bit, especially since Mandy, the she-devil, had gone. | had to make the place ‘mine’ again which 
helped to erase any sort of lingering memory of her, but | still kept finding little bits of her shit lying around. 
That was fucking annoying. And every so often, I'd get a call from her, asking if she left something here. Of 
course I'd tell her ‘no' even though | was lying out my ass. Anything | find of hers, | either throw away or 
burn or if lm feeling really generous, I'll let some other chick have it. | know the she-devil would just love the 


fact that | was giving her clothes and things away to other girls. | love being a devious bastard. 


| grabbed my bass and flopped back on the couch, waiting for Iz to get his sweet ass out here. He finally 
emerged. He walked up to me and stood there dangling a bottle of Grey Goose in front of me. 


"For me? lz, I'm touched. You know the way to this man's heart” 


Without hesitation | snatched it out of his hands, opened it up and started drinking to my leisure. | probably 
would have downed the whole bottle if it weren't for him snatching it back and taking a few big swigs himself. 


"Dude, | didn't just buy that for you, you vodka fiend” 


Vodka fiend. | had a good laugh at that and so did he. He was right, | am a vodka fiend and | fucking love it. 
Right in that moment, | could tell what kind of night this was going to be. 


We finally got down to business. As promised, he helped me out with my song. | gave him what | had and he 
totally dug it but gave me a few helpful pointers. He threw a couple songs of his own at me and they were 
fucking awesome. | can't wait to hear them fully fleshed out. We were feeling pretty stoked for this new 
album. As the night wore on, we jammed, more and more vodka was consumed and there may have been a bit 
of coke added to the mix. It got to a point where we couldn't play straight anymore and laughing our asses off 
at what great fucked up music we were making. Too bad we didn't have any tape recorders running; | would 


have loved to hear that shit in a more sober state. 


We eventually decided to call it quits and somehow got into some deep conversations about our lives. We kind 

of were getting to know each other. We worked together in a band but it was always rare moments where we 
could just sit together and talk. | really liked this. | was getting to know the man behind the mystery. In turn, | 
told him about the punk rock kid from Seattle. The conversation turned to relationships and then the inevitable 


happened. | knew it was going to be brought up sooner or later. He asked me about her. Just as | was about to 
get into it, the phone rang. | got up, stumbling my way over to the phone and picked it up. Speak of the she- 
devil, it was fucking Mandy. 


| could already feel my blood boiling and | was in no state to talk to her. | felt like | could lash out at her at 
any given moment. She didn't deserve that from me. Come to think of it, | never really understood why | felt 
so bitter towards her. She and | left on mutual terms. Maybe it was the fact that she seemed to be doing 
much better than | was. Maybe | just hated being alone. The reason for her call? Just like any other time. 
Something was missing and she was asking maybe if it was still here. She also wanted to see how | was doing. 
Not a good question to ask a drunk guy like me. | was about to let her have it. | was going to tell her how | 
really feel, how she made me feel but | just didn't have the heart to do it. So, | ended the call in what | 


thought was the most rational way. 
"STOP FUCKING CALLING ME!" 
| slammed the phone down then took it one step further and threw it against the wall. 


"| fucking hate that bitch, Iz She won't leave me alone! Just when | think I've gotten over her, she'll call me 


because she needs something or I'll see her at a club. She's like a ghost that keeps haunting me!" 


| could almost feel the tears beginning to flow. | loved my vodka but sometimes, depending on my mood, it 
would turn me into an emotional pussy. Izzy just stared at me. | had no idea what was whirling around in that 
mind of his. | continued blabbering. 


"I just want it to stop. | just want the pain to go away and leave me the fuck alone. | just want to be happy 
again Is that too much to ask, Izzy? Huh? Tell me. Is it really too much to-" 


Suddenly | was pinned up against the wall. He grabbed my padlock and my lips touched his in a fiery fury of 
passion. The feeling | got was unlike anything | ever felt. It felt like fire and lightning bolts shot through me all 
at the same time and gave me the tingles big time which then went right down to my dick, and | instantly 
started to get hard. Mandy never did that to me. Izzy quickly caught on to this fact and his hips dug into mine 
as we kissed. God, it felt so fucking good! Deep throaty moans started to escape me as he ground so hard 
against me. It was almost starting to get to be too much. 


He slowly broke the kiss and looked up at me through his dark mess of hair, a smirk playing across his lips. His 
hands then glided down my body to my belt buckle and he tugged on it lightly. Looking at him, | could tell he 

wasn't doing too good. He looked drunk and really out of it but | let him keep going. | know what he wanted, even 
if he wasn't completely in his right mind, but | know | wanted it too, even if | wasn't in my right mind. We were 


both really fucked up at this point. 


He started fumbling around with my belt, trying to get it undone. | placed my hands on his to help him. It didn't 
seem to make things quicker. Why the fuck did | own such complicated belts? Why did | even wear belts? hell 
if | knew. With our combined efforts, we finally got the belt undone and he slid my jeans down to the floor. 


My body was on fire, my heart pumping so much that | thought it was going to burst out of my chest like 
something from ‘Alien’. | was ready for him. So, so, ready. | leaned back against the wall and closed my eyes in 
anticipation, waiting for that sweet mouth of his to close around me..and that's when | felt something fall 


against my legs. It almost felt like- 
"|2?" 
| opened my eyes and looked down. 


Sure enough, it was Izzy and he fucking passed out on me. Of all the times for this to happen, it happens now. 
Bad timing, man. Bad timing. | couldn't help but feel somewhat sorry for him, though. | knew he was going 
through a lot right now and me and the rest of the guys were no help. 


| scooped his unconscious body into my arms and carried him to my bed, laying him down gently. | then went 
to the bathroom to fix my dick dilemma. Too bad it wasn't Izzy doing the job; | was really looking forward to 
that. | just had to think about him instead which was nothing new. | did that any other time anyway. Once that 
was taken care of, | cleaned up with a quick shower, got dressed and headed back out to my bed. Izzy was still 
passed out cold. | sat down next to him and started running my fingers through his hair. Déjà vu suddenly hit 
me. This seemed familiar to me somehow. Why? Because it happened before. | almost forgot and how could 1? 
Oh right, | was pretty fucked up that day. | was wallowing in sorrow over Mandy.. | was so fucking stupid. And 
there was Barry Manilow.. | fucking hate that guy. Then just when | lost all hope in myself, Izzy came to me 
like a sort of dark angel and made all the pain go away. When | snapped back to reality, he was gone. Now, it 
was my turn to be his angel. Man, that was so fucking cheesy. What the hell are you doing to me, lz? Making 
me think some crazy shit. But | don't know what | would do without you because... 


I'm in love with you. You hear that, Izzy Stradlin? l'm fucking in love with you." 


| looked down at him and waited for a response, even though | knew | wouldn't get one. He was still out and | 
think he would be for the rest of the night. After tonight, it was pretty clear how he felt about me..or was 
it? Fuck, | don't know. Maybe this was just a result of mixed substances and he'll forget this ever happened. | 
hope not. For now, I'll relish in the moment while | have it. | gently moved his head into my lap and continued to 
stroke those raven black strands through my fingers. | lay back against the head board and closed my eyes, 


waiting for sleep to take me. And once again, Izzy drove me to do something crazy... | started to sing to him. 


"How could you be so fine. How could it be you might be mine... 


